A        MEETING        WITH         DESTINY

were falling flat, and bits of roofs flying through the
air. In between the clouds of smoke tongues of red
flame shot up with flashes that vanished almost as
soon as they appeared. But the most frightening
phenomenon of all was the rocking, heaving earth.

A flock of German bombers was dive-bombing
Dainville out of existence. What magnified the terror
of the spectacle to the men inside the tractor was the
fact that they could see but not hear. Every now
and again they caught a glimpse of a 'plane at the
bottom of its dive, but the noise of their own vehicles
drowned every other sound. It was as though the
tragedy before their eyes was being enacted in a
deathly external silence. Bereft of one co-ordinating
sense they seemed to be watching some hideous,
irrational nightmare.
The gun-layer first found speech,
" Have we got to go through that packet ? " he
grumbled.

" You've got no call to worry about that packet,"
said the sergeant brusquely, without turning his head.
" You'd better think about getting your gun on the
right line. I don't want any of that Aspelaere funny
business again. Mr. Preston blasted me to hell because
we were two degrees off the line. All owing to your
carelessness."

The sergeant's cold douche had the effect of re-
lieving the tension within the tractor. Immediately
the men began to find relief in speech, concealing their
inner apprehensions behind a screen of facetious
remarks.

' What a lovely earthquake. . . ."

' Up she goes again. . . ."

1 Don't stop at the traffic lights. . . ."

' I see red and amber.   But I don't see no green___"

' I wish I'd joined the Navy. . . ."
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